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One 


Author's Notes: 
Just fiction. | know it never happened. 


| was surprised by a lot of things, by how close he got all of a sudden, how he wrapped his arms around me 


and pulled me to him, how he clamped his lips down on mine. 


"Slash...hey...” | said, trying to push him away but he was relentless. He was taller and stronger and at that 
level of drunkenness that doesn't interfere with strength. There wasn't much | could do, but | guess I'd always 
sort of wanted this. I'd noticed the way his skin was this perfect tan, this perfect coffee with cream color, I'd 


noticed how his wild hair was this perfect mass of curls, I'd noticed. 


"Axl, I've wanted to do this for a long time.." he said, probing my mouth with his tongue. It was late late late, 
after a show, and everyone around was drunk or high or both and no one noticed anything or gave a shit 
about anything. We were on the side of the club, in the alley between the club and the diner that was next to 
it, and he kissed down the side of my neck and | just surrendered, | couldn't fight him off anyway. There were 
things | could do, and have done to other guys who try shit | don't want to do, I'd knee them in the balls or 


punch them in the face, there were ways to get away, but | wouldn't want to hurt Slash. 


So | widened my eyes as he kissed down my neck and flicked at my nipple ring with one finger and his other 
hand was travelling down to the rawhide tied edge of my leather pants, and | shifted my weight and grabbed 
his wrist. 


"No, Slash.." | said, as he kissed me full force on the lips again, his tongue in my mouth again, making it so | 


couldn't protest as he pulled on the tie to my pants. 


"Axl, | want you so bad.." he said, almost whining, drunk, shoving his hand roughly into my pants. | gasped as he 
grabbed hold of it, as he started the lazy up and down motion, and my breathing started to speed up and my 
head tilted back and my eyes closed, but | didn't want to do this here, after a show in a crack head alley. 


“Slash..not here..please..." | said, holding his wrist so his hand would stop that motion and | could think. 


"Why, Axl? C'mon." he said, but | yanked at his wrist, getting him to let go, and | tied the string to my leather 
pants and disentangled myself from him. He was beautiful, with his dark eyes and full lips, and he was always 
easy going, and | envied that laid back attitude he had toward the world And | envied the effortless way he 
wrenched emotion from the guitar. | wanted things with him, too, and | wanted them for a long time, but not 


here, not like this. 
"Later, okay, Slash? Later," | said, kissing his cheek, and | walked away. 


For a long while I'd noticed him, and how he moved with this effortless grace, and how his muscles were so 
perfect and toned beneath his leather clothes. Everything about him was effortless, whereas with me 
everything took incredible effort, sometimes even just getting up and moving. Stupid little tasks that had to get 
done like laundry and the dishes took this strength because a lot of the time | wanted to just stay in bed or 
on the couch and let the images on the TV. slip into my brain. Then there were the other times when | 
couldn't sleep and | couldn't stop thinking and the ideas came so fast that they trailed like shooting stars 
behind my eyes, and it took such effort to rein that in. 


| didn't think it would amount to anything or mean anything. So | thought he was kind of hot, so what? So | 
thought he was the most talented guitar player I'd ever heard, so what? So | liked when | talked to him and he 
looked in my eyes and asked questions or just nodded in the right way, like he totally got what | was saying and 
he totally cared, and | could see that caring in his eyes and | could feel it deep inside of me..so what of all 


that? But the other night after that show when he kissed me, | knew then. He felt the same way, Too. 


| saw him the next afternoon, hung over and clutching a cup of coffee. | licked my lips and went over to him, 
dropping down into the chair next to him. 


"Hey," | said, hearing the slight nervousness around the word, in the tone of my voice. | saw how the veins 


snaked over his forearms like something carved in marble. 


"Hey," he said, barely glancing at me, his voice filled with pain. | knew he had a headache but he sounded so 
indifferent toward me. Was he upset that | wouldn't let him do more in that alley? 


| tried to look in his eyes but his hair covered them, and he raised his shaking hands and the coffee cup to his 
lips. 


Later, at rehearsal, he seemed like his usual self and with no more interest in me than any other time. | 
narrowed my eyes at him. Was he just being all cool so he didn't let on to the other guys that he had his 
tongue shoved down my throat and his hand around my dick last night? 

After a few hours | threw down the microphone and said that | was going outside for a cigarette. | saw Slash 


take a swig of Jack Daniels. He made no attempt to follow me. Outside, | smoked my cigarette down to the 


filter under the blue movie screen sky. 


"Okay, what the fuck, Slash?" | said. We were outside our apartment building, and | kicked at stray rocks and 
broken needles with the toe of my boot. 


"What?" he said, flipping his hair out of his eyes, taking a sip of Jack Daniels again 


"What? Last night?" | said, pushing my straight red hair out of my eyes. My hair was always in my face 
without a bandana or a hat or something. | didn't know how girls could stand it. 


"What about last night?" he said, and then | knew. He didn't remember. He'd kissed me and grabbed at me and 


felt me up in a complete drunken stupor. Jesus. 

"Uh, you kissed me last night," | said 

"| did?" he said, and laughed. | stared at him. 

"Yeah, you did, and you tried to jerk me off, too, right in the alley behind the fucking club," | said 


Now his face darkened, his eyes grew serious, and concerned. It wasn't long before | realized the concern was 


for me. 
"Oh, God, Axl..'m sorry..l was drunk..| didn't know what | was doing," he said. 


| scowled, leaning against the building, feeling the rough bricks through my thin T-shirt. 


‘lam sorry, hey..don't be upset," he said, turning to look at me, trying to peer into my eyes. It meant nothing 
to him, he didn't even know he had done it. He wasn't in love with me. | felt the tears starting and blinked them 


away. Slash clearly misinterpreted the whole thing, thinking | was traumatized or something. 


"Listen, | know what happened to you when you were a kid, and | would never do anything to hurt you when l'm 


sober..l'm sorry, Axl," his voice was thick and he looked so upset. 
| shrugged, trying to let go of the images | had of him, his sinewy grace, his fingers on the guitar strings, the 


way he would listen to me and tell me shit was all right. Even now, this concern shining through his eyes and 


his voice, and the gentle way he put his hand on my shoulder. | couldn't have this for real. 


"IFs okay," | said. 


